^cigarettes when they left. Alice was still silent, my
rent remained unpaid and my landlord's patience was
exhausted. Returning from shopping one afternoon
I found my luggage piled in the corridor outside the
flat door. Vernon helped me take it over to Airs
O'Leary's in the evening, and it was only when we got
there that we discovered that we had carried off with
it, by mistake, an imitation tiger-skin rug that belonged
to the* house. We took it back to the cafe next
morning as soon as we were up, but the proprietor
greeted us in a fury. He had already told the police.
"So you've thought better of it, have you ?** he
snarled, as the whole cafe listened. "Got the wind up,
eh, my little thief?"
Vernon amazed me by daring to protest. tel
don't think that's quite the way to speak to a lady,"
he said.
"Lady, huh! Bleeding prostitute! I've got plenty
of time for a straight whore, but a bleeding crooked
whore I've got no use for/*
Vernon looked as if he wanted me to believe he
might fight, and I dragged him out and borrowed the
money from Mrs O'Leary for my fare back to town.
Evidently he felt he had established a claim on my
gratitude, for that very night I heard from him again.
He rang up my Edgware Road flat from Victoria and
said he had come up from Brighton and had nowhere
to stay the night. I asked him round and half an
hour later he appeared, with a friend.
The friend was a wooden-faced lout with a
blabbing lower lip and long arms that hung inertly
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